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Whenever he comes upon one such in his histories,
no matter how obscure, he turns aside to lay a
wreath upon his tomb. It was his own glory that
he never flinched; that his despair only nerved him
to work the harder; the thicker the gloom, the
more his light shone. Hope and heart never left
him; they were of the unquenchable, the inextin-
guishable kind, like those ragged jets of flame the
traveler used to see above the oil wells or gas wells
in Pennsylvania, which the wildest tempest could
not blow out, so tenaciously and desperately did the
flame cling.

Carlyle's lamentations are loud; a little of his
own doctrine of silence would have come in well
here* What he said of Voltaire the world is bound
to say of himself: " Truly M. de Voltaire had a
talent for speech, but lamentably wanted that of
silence." But he worked like a Hercules. He does
not charm the demons away like Emerson, but he
defies them. Emerson wins them over, but Carlyle
explodes them with their own sulphur. Each man
rendered his age and country a signal service, and
to rule them out of the company of the great authors
is to rob that company of the two names of this
century it can least afford to lose. centuries. In him It became a
